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flic Essential Issue

yte Democrat.^' state, platform!
-..rfn a number of side issue.

.niiefe. It makes an aPPcai t0 the

^U," for instance, through a con-

«uffddeclaration in favor of a modi-1
fkat»c of the Volstead law. Itj
Ryi; «We insist upon Congress,
dieting such modification of the

ydstead act as shall legalize, sub-

«et to the approval of the State of

Xiw York, the use of beer and light
win« under such careful restrictions
u were imposed by the law passed
¡j New York in 1920."
What this means is not clear,

Perhaps the idea is that Congress
»hill authorize states which care to

do jo to pass light wine and 3 or 4

per cent beer laws. A hint would
chus be artfully given that a legisla-
tow willing to pass such a law and
I Governor willing to approve it
ought to be elected next month.
Bat there is slight chance what¬

ever of the passage of a modifying
Mt by Congress during the life of
the next legislature or even during
the.term of the next Governor. Why
didnt the convention come out
squarely with a promise to pass an¬

other state light wine and beer act
Jjkethat of 1920? Such an act could
hire no validity. But the promise
of it might delude some "wet" voters.
There is no getting away, however,

from the main issue of the state
tampaign. That issue, is continua¬
tion or non-continuation of Governor
Miller's admirable program of state
reorganization and retrenchment, as

well as development of transporta¬
tion facilities and natural resources.
The Governor's work is known to all.
It has opened a new era in state ad¬
ministration. Shall it go on? That
is the real decision put up to the
voters.
Mr. Smith, too, has ideas of ef¬

ficiency and economy in government.
But they are of little value unless
pat into effect. He would be handi-
rapped by his party associations in
»ai» city and by his inability to con-
trol the legislature. With the best
of intentions he could do only a half
job. Governor Miller would have
the legislature with him and his own
party solidly behind him. He now
speaks with the approval of all those jwho hope to see our state govern-
pet lifted to a new level of service.

National issues and special sideIssues do not enter into the state
tampaign. Its lines have been fixed
Wevocably by the Governor's poli-** and achievements and by his
«Wructive program for the next'
.*" years.

fo Fairness to "The Digest"The Anti-Saloon League, long dt>
«ttnined to discredit "The Literary*Ws" prohibition poll, has finallyJwe the charge that the poll was
«uberately "doctored" in favor of
we wets.
Heretofore fair-minded persons;2 COnced^d that the purpose ofThe Digest's" editors was to ob-

JP Mi accurate expression of opin-
J* As a matter of fact, wet and

£» alike had expected that the
fBtiality for reforms generallyfdoited to this magazine would lead
f *n emphasis upon the dry cause,

J iar as there was any tendency to
«Part from strict neutrality. It
^s felt that the subscribers' lists

Tne Digest," which furnished a***» Proportion of the names bal-
2*Q- contained rather more drysPP ¿id other similar lists.But RS the vote went against the
.;-l the Anti-Saloon League feltJ^d to hold a poll of its own."* object of this was not to verify^Proportion of wet, dry and moist
¿T*' but *> «how that church»ers received fewer ballots than

At*>ut the only conclusion that
' J* drawn from the meagerSon rdC PUbIiC by the Anti-
*«S£7?ls th8t many church
ft. al n0t rCCeive balIots-
*«w» J?Van undou^edly be
*»nU* °;her K.»P"» This tact
'lWav»n ,

t0 appear si*nii-«»nt,W% only ¡f it can be ^Qmi

that a smaller proportion of ballots
was received by church members
than by others and that there is a
greater number of absolute dry«
among church members than among
other groups. Of these two points
there is as yet no proof.

Only fanatics arc willing to
charge "The Digest" with 21 delib¬
erate conspiracy to minimize the dry
sentiment in the country. It is dif¬
ficult not to feel that the poll as
taken truly represents the sentiment
of the majority of the country.

inexperience vs. Experience
Dr. Copeland's nomination for

Senator was obviously a crumb
thrown to Messrs. Hylan and Hearst
by the Democratic convention. Trie
Health Commissioner is one of the
most presentable figurer, in the Hy¬
lan administration. He has taken
his post seriously. He is not an En-
right or an O'Malley. But to be first
in a Hylan administration scarcely
qualifies one to be a Senator of the
United States.
To be a successful or useful Sen-

ator requires some special bent of I
mind or some preliminary political
training in state or national affairs.
Mr. Copeland's career has been
chiefly made in a field remote from
politics. What qualification has he
to represent New York in the upper
house of Congress?
Dr. Copeland's opponent has served

a term in the Senate and several
terms in the House of Representa¬
tives. He has ample knowledge of
governmental affairs and legislation
and a wide acquaintance in all sec¬
tions of the state. He has repre¬
sented his constituents faithfully if
not brilliantly. Was there no Demo¬
crat of similar qualifications and
aptitudes available at Syracuse?

In the contest for the Senatorshirj
inexperience is thus pitted against
experience.unpreparedness against
preparedness.

Settling Strikes With Ballots
In suggesting that when a strike

in an essential industry lasts be¬
yond a specified time the issue should
be submitted to the public at a spe¬
cial election, Senator Pepper ex¬

presses the popular feeling that the
public has a right to be heard when
its interests are as vitally affected
as in a nation-wide coal or railroad
strike.

In theory such a referendum is ex¬
cellent. Anything that helps mobil¬
ize public opinion in such emergen¬
cies is valuable. But would it be
possible in practice to make a refer¬
endum either effective or fair? The
chief interest of the public is that
the strike shall stop. The chief in¬
terest of the strikers and operators
is the terms of settlement. How
reconcile these interests? If it were
possible to vote on the simple propo¬
sition of stopping the strike forth¬
with a clear answer could readily be
obtained. But if the vote included
such questions as the increase of
wages, the thirty-six-hour week, the
check-off and other details of vital
interest to miners and operators, it
is hard to see how the outcome
would be either decisive or fair. So
complex are the issues that they can¬
not be solved by a mere show of
hands.

There is little to indicate that
such a referendum would do more
than offer a new channel for the ex¬
pression of general sentiments, al¬
ready repeatedly emphasized in the
press. Something more specific is
needed. Few will disagree with Mr.
Pepper's main thesis, that the pub¬
lic must have the machinery to make
itself felt in great industrial crises.
But public opinion has difficulty not
so much in expressing itself as in
transmuting its words into effective
action. Would a referendum hasten
forceful action?

Lo, the Non-Citizen
There .is much sympathy with the

plea for citizenship for American
Indians. It seems unjust that the
descendants of the aboriginal inhab¬
itants of the country should almost
alone of all people be singled out for
exclusion from that status. Aliens
migrate hither and are promptly re¬
ceived into full citizenship, while
those who were born here and whose
ancestors for uncounted generations
were all born here are debarred.
The reason for this is, however,

obvious, and tho remedy is in the
hands of the appellants themselves.
Let them become citizens de facto;
then they may become citizens de
jure. Many have done this and have
become citizens of the United States,
state and national officials, members
of Congress and eligible to the Pres¬
idency of the United States. All can
do so on the same terms.

All that is necessary is for them
to permit their race to be merged
into the composite race which we call
American, to abandon their tribal
organizations and their exclusive
reservations and become individual
members of the communities in
which they live. That may seem to
them much to do; perhaps too much.

\jff4 can understand their reluctance
to forsake the traditions and cus-
toms of a thousand years. But then
it is *V.o zaav±, t» fee adTutted to the

rights and powers of American citi¬
zenship.
Some time such a change in their

status will be effected. The only
question is whether it will come sud¬
denly, wholesale, by voluntary act
or through the slow processes of at¬
trition. Until it comes the Indians
who defer it will have to remain out¬
side the citizenship of the United
States.

New York's Oldest Bank
The recent consolidation of the

Bank of New York and the Nt;w
York Life Insurance and Trust Com- '

pany unites two of the oldest bank¬
ing institutions in tho country. The
Bank of New York, as a matter of
fact, is the oldest bank in the city,
having been formed the year after
the Revolution was brought to an
end. s

It was a small New York in those
days. The population was estimated
at less than 25,000. Philadelphia
was still the financial and commer¬
cial center of the country. And yet
even then the growth of business in
New York was proceeding rapidly
and the merchants of the city felt
the need of a banking center of
their own, free from the handicaps
of distant Philadelphia, and able to
expedite the business of tb« city.

Accordingly, early in 1784 two
separate groups of New Yorkers dis¬
cussed projects for a bank. Back of
one was the powerful Livingston
family. It supported a land bank.
Alexander Hamiltonj already recog¬
nized as a man of unusual financial
ability, opposed this group, and
finally joined with its opponents and
himself drew up the charter of the
Bank of New York. On March 15,
1784, a meeting of the stockholders
was held at the Merchants' Coffee
House, at the corner of Wall and
Water streets, and the first officers
and directors were elected. Shortly
thereafter the bank opened its doors
for business in Pearl Street, and
some years later moved to its pres¬
ent site at 48 Wall Street. Its first
president was General Alexander
McDougall, and Alexander Hamilton
was one of its first directors.
By the time Washington was in¬

augurated President of the United
States the Bank of New York was a

thriving institution. Few other banks
in the city have been so closely iden
tified with the early history of the
nation.

Seasonal Poisons
The daily tale of poisonings with

wood alcohol in sophisticated
"hooch" now begins to be relieved
with tidings of similar fatalities or

near-fatalities through the mistaking
of the deadly Amanita for the edible
and delicious mushroom, and also.
less often.through the eating of
thorn apples under the supposition
that they are wholesome nuts. The
last few days have seen several re¬

ports of such mishaps, and many
more may be expected during the
season of wild mushrooms and "jim-
son weed."

It is unfortunate that thera
should be so close a resemblance in
appearance between edible and poi¬
sonous fungi and a practical im¬
possibility of extirpating the latter
.circumstances which deter many
people from utilizing the abundant
supply of appetizing and nutritious
food which at this time of year
springs overnight into view in every
old meadow and pasture; and which
also bring suffering and death to
people who lack knowledge and pre¬
caution in gathering what they sup¬
pose to be mushrooms. Since it is
so, however, there remains nothing
to do but to repeat again and again
the warning against eating any sup-
nosed mushrooms unless careful
examination shows them to possess
the slight but unmistakable marks
which distinguish \the edible Agari-
cus from the* deadly Amanita.
As for the scarcely less deadly

thorn apple, stramonium, or "jim-
son weed," it is a reproach to any
community that it is permitted to
flourish, seeing the ease with which
it may be extirpated. Yet perhaps
we should not wonder at its toler¬
ance by the laity, seeing the aston¬
ishing ignorance of it which deems
to prevail in professional ranks.
Only the other day, in connection
with a case of wholesale poisoning
in the Bronx, physicians and a parfc
commissioner were quoted as saying
that the nuts came from the "jin-
pon tree," which had been used as
a street shade tree and was still to
be found in the parks. We had
supposed that everybody with any
knowledge of plants knew that the
thorn apple, or stramonium, was not
a tree but a rank weed, and that its
commonest name was not "jinson"
but "jimson," a corruption of
Jamestown, from the historic Vir¬
ginia town where its poisonous qual¬
ities were first observed.

Communities would do well to im¬
pose a penalty upon toleration of
this noxious weefl, as many have
upon poison ivy. Meanwhile the
advice of prudence to all at this
season is not to suppose that every¬
thing that looks like a mushroom or

everything that looks like a nut is
good to eat.

"AND HER NAME WAS MAUD"
Copyright. 1922 New fork Tribuno Inc.

With regards to Happy Hooligan

Good By Bohemia By James L. Ford

I am sure that when Henri Murger
wrote his "Scenes de la Vie de Bo¬
heme" he was not actuated by malevo¬
lent purpose and never dreamed of the
evil that would result from his spark¬
ling portrayal of life in the Quartier
Latin. Murger died at the early age of
thirty-nine, and the book that made
him famous was written when he was a

very young man, with untamed blood in
his veins and the joy of irresponsible,
care-free youth in his heart. It ap¬
peared, if my memory serves me aright,
during the '40s, and started a craze for
bohemian ways among the young men

of Paris.
The winds carrying renown blew

from east to west then as now, but in
that simpler age they were gentle
zephyrs, slow in crossing the ocean and
were often lost on the way. It was

therefore fully a decade later before
the new fashion appeared in New York,
and the earliest and most notable of
the many bohemian groups that punc¬
tuate the annals of the town estab¬
lished themselves in a beer cellar near
the site now occupied by the Broadway
Central Hotel.

Chosen Spirits of Pfaff's
It is not unlikely that Georges Clem¬

enceau, then living at the corner of
Twelfth Street and Seventh Avenue,
was the moving spirit in the formation
of this little coterie of chosen spirits,
for he was a constant frequenter of
the cellar, on whose wall hung his pic¬
ture in a yellow frame. Pfaff was a

German Swiss, and knew how to keep
and draw lager beer, then o novelty in
this country, and also how to make
peculiarly delicious pancakes. The two
formed the staple fare of his patrons,
among whom Tere men of distinct tal¬
ent, such as Fitz James O'Brien, Ar-
temu8 Ward, George Arnold, William
Winter, E. C. Stedman and an actress
named Ada Clair, whom they dubbed
the "Queen of Bohemia."

I never* heard of any artists taking
part in those underground revels. At
that trme, or possibly a little later,
they were established in the Tenth
Street studios, where many of them
still live and work, and in the old uni¬
versity building, on the east side of
Washington Square, the present site of
a structure devoted to the manufacture
of articles of attire. The chancre fit-

tingly symbolizes the march of prog¬
ress in New York.
Nor did authors of more serious

mold often grace Pfaff's resort with
their presence. Emerson they all dis¬
liked because he had referred to their
idol, Poe, as "the jingle man," and I
doubt if Bryant ever set foot in the
place. Howells, who went there once,
spoke to me of it with disapproval, and
R. H. Stoddard did so with contempt.
This attitude on the part of the more
conservative literary element reveals
in the Pfaff crowd a true bohemian
spirit to which their appreciation of
Poe's genius gives added testimony.

Washington Square
As far back as the days of N. P. Wil¬

lis Washington Square and the streets
adjacent to it were frequented by men
of art and letters, nor did it lose its
flavor until many years later. In the
University Building 'the art of photog¬
raphy had its birth; tho same roof
sheltered Theodore Winthrop while he
was writing his once popular novel,
"Cecil Dreeme." It was a beautiful
structure of gray stone whose lofty
rooms, vith their deep window embra¬
sures, were well suited to painters and
writers. William H. Hurlburt, the edi¬
tor of "The New York World" and one

of the most distinguished journalists
of his time, gave many memorable en¬

tertainments to famous men and wom¬

en in one of the largest of the apart¬
ments. I believe that the Benedict, on

the same side of the Square, was the
first apartment house built for the ex¬

clusive use of men, presumably bache¬
lors.
To a later period belongs the house

on the western side in which dwelt,
during the early years of "Life," its
founder, John A. Mitchell. There, too,
lived Nathaniel Hawthorne's daughter,
Rose, then Mrs. George P. Lathrop, and
since widely known for her unselfish
and tireless work among the victims of
cancer. It is sad to reflect that pro¬
fessional bohemianism had its birth
within a stone's throw of this hallowed
soil.
The young men with whom I consorted

in the '80s frequented the many cheap
restaurants near the Square, and one

of the most popular of these was

Maria's, in Macdougal Street. Thither
came also certain inquisitive ones who

desired to witness the manner in which'
bohemians devoured their food, and it
was to gratify the curiosity of those
visitors that the professional or per¬
forming bohemians came into being.
Soon they infested every restaurant
patronized by writers and artists.
where they were tolerated because they
attracted outside custom.

But it was not until within the pres¬
ent decade that these boll-weevils of
art and letters became. the pest they
are to-day in the eyes of the sub¬
stantial citizens of the region, who out¬
number them ten to one, but are less
skillful in advertising themselves.
That their presence in a restaurant
lures many gaping visitors of the kind
known as "automobile parties" from
the Bronx and nearby suburbs is indi¬
cated by a picture printed recently in
which bohemians are shown in the act
of satisfying their hunger. In the pic¬
ture used to illustrate the diversions
to be enjoyed in a certain Village res¬

taurant we see two bohemians seated
at table while other carefree ones dance
clumsily around them. The touch of
true bohemianism has been artfully
imparted to the male diner through the
medium of a pair of horn spectacles
and to his female companion by her
defiant smoking of a cigarette. I sur¬

mise that the picture was drawn by a

customer of the restaurant in settle¬
ment of a long-standing account.

Pretenders
Much as I dislike the task of dis¬

pelling any of the pleasing illusions of
metropolitan life, truth compels me to

say that sociologists who have studied
these haunts declare that their fre-

'quenters, despite their cigarettes and
horn spectacles,, are not so vicious as

they pretend to be when the automo¬
bile parties are gaping at them. Nol¬
is the quarter to which they have given
such an undesirable reputation the
scene of one grand carnival of licen¬
tious joy.

It is pleasant to learn that their
orgies are to be, transported to the
waterfront, where stalwart longshore¬
men may be expected to make short
work of invaders who make too much
noise and by bobbed hair and sandaled
feet put the warehouse district on the

map containing the route of the rub¬
berneck coach.

A Portrait of Kemal
In a letter to "The London Times"

Major General Townshend, British
commander in Mesopotamia until the
capture of his army by the Turks at

Kut-el-Amara, in Ihe World War,
gives this intimate picture of the
Turkish leader:
Piercing blue eyes, fair hair, a

diminutive, close-cropped mustache.
these are the salient features of Kema!
Pasha, the force behind the Turkish
push, that impressed me when I met
him face to face at Eonia only a month
ago.
He is a man of middle height and he

wore at the time of our meeting plain
clothes. the knickerbocker breeches
,were well cut and rather in the Eng¬
lish style.sportiw* stockings, and on

his head the universal "kalpak" of

astrakhan, in aJarger size than usual.
The distinctive and useful feature cf
this "kalpak" is that it may be worn

with either uniform or plain clothes.
In appearance it closely resembles the
fur caps of the Russians and the
Persians.
Kemal, so far as I have been able to

judge, is adored by the army and the
populace, and it is in vain that the
propaganda agents strive to represent
that there are divisions in the Kemal-
ist ranks. In Constantinople actually
80 per cent are for Kemal, and the
Turks in Anatolia support him to a

man. His orders are obeyed implicitly,
his rulo is an iron one beneath th?
velvet glove, and under him the gov-

ernment of National Turkey works
smoothly and well. His will is law.
Kemal Pasha speaks little unless it

is on a subject which vitally interests
him; then he is eloquent. For example,
one night when dining with me we

discussed for a long time Napoleon's
campaign of Austerlitz in 1805. This
campaign provides one of the very few
examples where Napoleon attacked the
enemy's center; his usual method was

to hold his adversary in front with a

minimum part of his force, while he
delivered bis principal effort against
one of the enemy's flanks.
When I went in to dinner I certainly

had no idea that I was going to have
s discussion on Napoleon's strategy and
higher tactics. We both agreed that

.H *

Napoleon's doctrine, is as valuable to¬
day as it was one hundred years ago,
and I discovered that Kemal is an en¬

thusiastic admirer of Napoleon's cam¬

paign in Italy in 1799. I mention this
in order to show that Kemal is a close
student of military history.as every
soldier who aspires to military warfare
BBUSt be.
Laborious and indefatigable to" the

point of exceas, Kemal is always at
work, and possesses a wonderful grasp
of European politics and affairs. This
is all the more remarkable as his edu-
cation wan purely a military one, re-{ceived at the Ecole de Guerre in Con¬
stantinople. He was in the Tripoli
campaign and later served in several I
theaters of the war; his best service!
was in the defense of Gallipoli, and it
was for this service that Liman von
Sanders had him promoted to the com¬
mand of an army. He was afterward
on the tottering front of Palestine,
where the Turks in the final stages
were hopelessly outnumbered. .^.

Kemal was inspector general of the
Turkish army in Asia Minor after the
armistice in 1918, and his patriotism
came into prominence after the occu-

pation of Constantinople by the Allies,
when the Nationalists ran to arms.
Kemal is a patriot; he is out for'

liberty and independence. Turkey for!
the Turks.and he desires peace, but
an honorable peace. His terms [the]interview took place before the march
to Smyrna] arc the immediate evacua¬
tion of Asia Minor by the Greeks. He
says, "How can I trust assurances that
the Greeks will evacuate, after four
months, as was said in the Paris con-
ference last March, when, in the mid¬
dle of the London conference last year.
during an armistice, the Greeks sud¬
denly launched their offensive?"

"Will you try to persuade us that
the British government did not know!
ol*that offensive being prepared?" he;
remarked to me. "If you can convince
mc of that then can you persuade me
that the British government could not
have stopped that offensive by raising
a finger?"

Monroe's Virginia Home
Fallen to Lowly Estate in Old, His¬

toric Fredericksburg
To the Editor of The Tribune.
Sir: In your Sunday issue, under the

heading "Now York's Monroe Doctrine
Is Neglect," appeared one of the most

timely accounts of a national defect in
character, an utter lack of appreciation
of historical things and places which
serve as a reminder to succeeding gen¬
erations of a debt to those who have
gone before, their ideals, work and sac¬
rifices.
The Sulgfave Institute is to be con¬

gratulated on saving the house in
which James Monroe died. But what
about his home? In Virginia, half way
between Mount Vernon and Richmond,
on the west bank of the Rappahannock,
the old town of Fredericksburg lies
hidden in nature's verdure and en¬

vironed with an atmosphere of its past
association with great men whose ef¬
forts and ideals were largely respon¬
sible for our country's greatness.
On Princess Ann Street, here is tho

home of James Monroe, twice Presi¬
dent of the United States and author
of the famous Monroe Doctrine. It
is tenanted by a colored family who
charge ten cents admission. One of
the members of the family, who appar¬
ently entertained some slight appre¬
ciation of its historical "association,
volunteered the statement that they
owned the building.
This was Monroe's home after his

return from Congress, when he began
the practice of law in an office on

Charles Street, just off Commerce. No
American has ever held so many public
offices as James Monroe.
Fredericksburg possesses a charm

which transports one back to the
Colonial days. On Amelia Street, here
in a store selling automobile accesso¬

ries, is the old apothecary shop of Gen¬
eral Mercer, a gallant officer, who was

killed in the Battle of Princeton, 1777.
A monument erected to his memory is
located on Washington Avenue.
On Charles and Lewis streets is the

home of Mary, the mother of George
Washington, with its old boxwood
walks, and just back of her tomb are

the Meditation Rocks, where she read
her Bible and in the quiet twilight con¬
templated the eternal truths.
The character of Washington, its

strength and greatness, cannot be un¬

derstood without an appreciation of his
mother. Lincoln, with Seward and
Stanton, had a realizing sense of her

greatness when they visited her favo¬
rite retreat in 1861. How many mothers
and women of to-day find leisure for
similar meditation?
The Masonic Lodge in which George

Washington was initiated and raised as

a Master Mason, November 4, 1752, is

still standing, with its priceless relics
of a serious age, but this iconoclastic
generation is seriously discussing
wrecking the monument to a great man
and the principles of Masonry which
he inculcated in his life for the erec¬

tion of a modern building and lodge.
Fredcrickeburg possesses countless

other places of interest associated with
Colonial, Revolutionary and Civil War

days, but thousands of tourists rush
through this richly endowed town each

year wiih a callous indifference, either
insensible to or disinterested in its his¬
toric appeal, and the same apathy
which permitted the old dwelling on

Lafayette and Prince streets to be used
as a rag-picker** shop, where an ex-

President breathed his Iaat, is an indi¬
cation that the increased desire for

ephemeral pleasure* has caused an in¬

creasing disregaxd for the only things
of value.the aiti*>ciaUon of religion,
home, family and historical ties.

GEORGE W. GERLACH.
I. Ossining, N. Y., S$t, 27, 1922.

A Week of Verse \
Says Life of Youth

(From The Measure)
I MUST take this beautiful thin« andbreak it;
It i» timo í began:
I shall make a better thing of I',but nothing so beautiful!
.Nothing so beautiful as Youth
Starting a¿ the stin* of a lash.Cheeks bright, chin high, back taul, and

eyes ablaze.
Outraged, betray..!, incredulous of pain,0/ whips, of thorn-rods, in a world of

Kold,
Reaching superbly for the whip to!

break it!
I must t*ke this beautiful thin;; anrt

break it.
It Is tirr? I began;
I shall make a better thing of ¡t,But. nothinp bo beautiful.

ABBIE HUSTON EVANS.

Sails
(From itcClure'a .Vapnzinr)HPIIE river with its sails is a strip of""- blue silk

On which moths have alighted
And cling tihinp.

ELIZABETH J. COATSWOItf».
After the Circus

'From The Yale Review)T CAN" remember how the memory
Of fat-hipped women and sti*ngchalky horses

And men in red and gold hunt; heavilyFrom rafters in my eyes, how other
forces

Recruited among peanuts and poped
corn

Marched in my middle. I remember now
A miserable sense of having worn
Too small a hat, so that my dizzy brov
Reeled in the r-ctiling dust behind the

mare
As we rolled homeward up the river

breeze,
Pursued by blasts of trumpets and the

glare
Of white lights hanging among high

trapeze.
Yet, for relief. I have still more in mind
How a great bird I never hoped to see
With wings like winds of storm that

beat me blind
Flew up and startled both the mare

and me.
So great the power of it» sudden flightThe very day was altered and my brain
Burst from its bonds and followed the

sloped light
On through the maples to the bird again.
And then the look of cloWns and the

blare of brass
Was gone and something came to the

road's edge
And the breath of It blew petals to Urn

gras3
And it took me in its arms and sang a.

pledge
I Lave not yet forgotten into me.

So much for circuses or for any event.
The coming away is the reality.
The coming to one's self is what is

meant.
RAYMOND HOLDEN.

The~Little Path
(From The Dial)

TIEFORE I could be wise I wore

A little pathway to your door
And all the traffic of my day
Went up and down that little way.

And now that I am wise ant», keep
My love at home, and half asleep,
I only wish the grass would grow
And hide the way I used to go.

JEAN KENYON MACKENZIE.

The Red Knight
(From The Dial)

¥ SAW him,
Standing in rei armor before an

altar
Under the fish-scale roof of a church
In a river valley in mid-France.
The organ was- crying an anthem along

the great nave
And the eddy of it tickled the nose» of

the impish stone manikins with
foxes' tails curled beneath the
architraves.

When the organ ceased crying, he lifted
his head

And gazed through the clerestory win¬
dows at the white-blue of an

after-rain sky.
Suddenly a thin scatter of sunlight

smote upon his armor.
And it flamed like a bonfire, and he in

the midst, unnoticing.
White wood of poplar beneath green

hark,
A man, the height and spread of a tali

j man,
Beneath a burning armor.
I would have flung my kerchief to him

to bind upon his helmet.
But kerchiefs fall obliquely through

backward centuries.
And already the light was growing too

dim to see a silken nothing upon
a shadowed floor.

Steel footsteps on stone make a strange
sound;

I never heard the like before, and 1
think I never shall again.

For which unreasonable reason
I am determined to remain a virgin.

AMY LOWELL.

Old Houses
(From Contemporary Verne)

SOMETIMES I cannot bear
The look old houses wear

At night;
There is a fright
About them, and a white »eared look:
They do not like to have the tree«
Swir»5 shadows, in their eyes,
And mar the paint with otizv «Anger¬

ing-;;
A pale surprise
Lies on them like a veil
Of fortitude.
Nights can be rude to old and timid

things,
Rude as they p:«**«!
And stars can mock,
And winds can knock
At shatters. MARTHA B. THOa?JS»M


